
And I,of whom his eye* had feenc theproofe. 

At Rbodts.nCtpres, and on other grounds, 

Jirifiian and Heathen, mull be !cd,ane! calm’d 
By Debitor and Crcditor.this Counter- cadet ! 

He in good cime.mud his Lciucenam be, 

p % d ? Cfle thc ma #’ his Worfliips Ancient. 
f**? i|caucn Iradher would haue bin his hangman. 
la. But there’s no remedy^ -r ** *' 

Th thc curfe of feruicc, * -• i-fi.'.- V 1 
Preferment goes by letter and affeftion , 

Not by the oldc gradation, where each fecond 
stood hnreto thcfirll: 

Now fir be judge yourfclfe, 

Whether I,in any iuft tearme am alfign’d 
to lone the Moore. ° 

Rod. I would not follow him then, 
la - O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpbn him. 

We cannot bcall mafters,uor all mailers 
Cannot be truely followcd.you (ball mar k e . 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue. 

That doting on his ownc obfequious bondage, 

Wearcs out his time much like his mailers Afle, 
hornoughc but prouenderjand when hce’s old ealhieed. 
Whip mec filch honeft knaue* : Sf ' 

Others there arc, who trimd in formes. 

And villages of duty.keepc yet their hearts, 

Attending on themfclues,an.d throwing 

But Ihewesoflcruice on their Lords, 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they hauciin’d their coates. 

Doc theinfelues homage, 

Thofe fcllowcs haue fome/qule. 
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And fueh a ore doe I profeJTe my (dk 9 
It is as fure as you are Rodtrigo, 

Were I the Moore,I would not b tlago % 

In following him,l follow but my lelte, 

Heauen ismy iudge,not I, 

For loue and duty, but focming fo. 

For my peculiar end, _ ■ 

For when my outward action does ckmomtrfte 
The hatiuc aft, and figure of my heart. 

In complement externe.tis not long after. 

But I will w care my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Doues to pecke at, 

I am not what I, am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’et thus ? 
la. Callvp her father, 

Rowfc him,make after him, poyfon hisdelight, 
Prodaimc him in the ftrccte,incerrfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fei tile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw luch ranges ofvexation our. 

As it may lcofc fome colour. 

Rod Here is her fathers houfe. He cal! aloud, 
la. Doe with like timerous accent,and dire yell, 

As when by night and ncgligcnce,thefire 
Is Ipied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Brabant# .Seignior BrUidmiojn^ 
la. Awake,whatho,Brt>A»m* 5 
Thceucs,thceucs,thecuesy 

I ^qke to your houfe, you Daughteryand your bags, 
Thceues,cheeues« 

\ .1 % ’ , r l. - , . . . 

Brabantio at a window. 

Brab. What is the reafon of this terrible fiimntens ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Scignior,is all your family within? 

I*. Arcalldoorelockts? 

B i 


Brab. 



